a precolonial cultural matrix, black people in the Un America faced a problem 'not fundamentally differe Africans'.2 Significantly, however, Fanon qualifies immediately by adding that although subjectively the sit comparable, 'the objective problems were fundamen the concerns that kept Richard Wright or Langston Hu are told, were essentially distinct from those that Senghor orJomo Kenyatta (p. 216) . More recently th critic Donald B. Gibson has similarly repudiated th arguing to a contemporary audience that Wole Soyin different relation to European culture than we do to culture '.3 The danger on the one hand is that a merely figurativ colonial paradigm is liable to empty an effective crit specific historical and political charge; slackly used, as S concept of postcolonialism risks degenerating into preapproved allegory for any mode of discursive con floating metaphor for cultural embattlement'.4 On there is no denying at least a potential resonance betw activities and the historical procedures of colonialism.
That said, however, I do not accept that literary criticis be, divided up into racial no-go areas or any other kind o Like Edward W. Said, whose words I wholeheartedly patience with the position that "we" should only or m with what is "ours".'10 According to Said, there is a responsibility, which is precisely to subvert such parochi 'mixing, of crossing over, of stepping beyond boundaries 'more creative human activities than staying inside rigid I do not rehearse Said's views simply to rationalize my ow interests. More importantly, the intention is to underlin disciplinary enclaves of postcolonial theory and African-A to be more open to each other's efforts and achievement. definitive consensus on what technically constitutes po first place,12 and since cultural identity, as Stuart Hall r essence, but a positioning',3 it seems obvious to me that fr of view, black America's precise geo-political contours important than the perspectives that emerge when its cul as postcolonial. This does not mean denying the distin material conditions that have shaped that culture. On the that what is required is an analysis which can acknowledg ation and sameness: to quote Said again, 'we must be able and interpret together experiences that are discrepant particular agenda and pace of development, its ow tions' (CI, p. 36).
Said's call for a 'global, contrapuntal analysis' (CI, p. 386 a counsel of perfection, but there are good reasons, b pragmatic, for trying to implement it. Cornel West, a black Americans' obligation to theorize their struggle urged that 'we need to posit totalities with all the openne that one can muster, but we must posit totalities in order to l relation between parts'.14 Without some sense of conn whole, West believes, there can be no effective social m Earth. Bigger may not know the word 'Manichean', but he surely knows the condition to the bone:
We live here and they live there. We black and they white. They got things and we ain't. They do things and we can't. [... ] Half the time I feel like I'm on the outside of the world peering in through a knot-hole in the fence.23
The economic structures of American society have already imbued Bigger with a sense of his own marginality and worthlessness. These feelings are exacerbated by direct contact with whites, and in his response to Mary Dalton's overtures of friendship we should recognize precisely that 'internalization -or, better, epidermalization'24 of inferiority that Fanon diagnosed as the inevitable by-product of white imperialist ways of seeing: 'He felt he had no physical existence at all right then; he was something he hated, the badge of shame which he knew was attached to a black skin' (NS, p. 107). In Wright's analysis, as in Fanon's, the resulting build-up of stress, and the need for psychic wholeness, find their consummation in murder. Fanon speaks of a cleansing violence which 'frees the native from his inferiority complex and from his despair and inaction; [which] makes him fearless and restores his self-respect' (WOE, p. 94). In Native Son, Bigger kills twice -once by 'accident', the second time deliberately -and emerges from the violence feeling 'like a man reborn' (NS, p. I49). Thereafter, even as the police cordon closes in, we are told:
There remained to him a queer sense of power. He had done this. He had brought all this about. In all his life, these two murders were the most meaningful things that had ever happened to him. He was living, truly and deeply, no matter what others might think, looking at him with their blind eyes. Never had he had the chance to live out the consequences of his actions; never had his will been so free. (NS, p. 279)
The euphoria does not last, however, for as both Wright and Fanon were aware, the inchoate revolutionary consciousness still has more to learn. In In his prison cell, awaiting trial and execution, a bewildered Bigger begins to conceive the seismic possibility that two white men -his attorney, Boris Max, and more especially Jan, boyfriend of the murdered Mary -are actually 'people, people like himself' (JS, p. 398), who are honestly trying to understand and become part of his struggle. They may not succeed, but even the effort is significant: 'A particle of white rock had detached itself from that looming mountain of white hate and had rolled down the slope, Bigger Thomas is no card-carrying member of the obviously, and his death is his own. But one impor reading Fanon and Wright together like this is that it reduce the ending of Native Son to some kind of b existentialism. It is my contention that the cross-refere restore to the novel its specific socio-political urgency American racism, while at the same time allowing Wrig dispossessed protagonist to speak to the wider politics o I should like to see such cross-referencing -bord wider scale. It seems almost perverse, for example, that 'doubleness' (a condition which, according to Hutche two-fold vision of the post-colonial),25 theorists in the turned to the ground-breaking work ofDu Bois, who fo 'double-consciousness' and the 'twoness' of black Americans more than ninety years ago.26 Ralph Ellison's sustained exploration of 'the un burden and occasional joy of a complex double vision' also dese attention.27 In The Empire Writes Back we are told that typically the Ja faced postcolonial text 'uses the tools of one culture or society and yet s to remain faithful to the experience of another',28 and much specula effort has gone into theorizing how (and, indeed, whether) sustenance from such exuberantly 'contaminated' black writers as Ishmael Reed and CharlesJohnson. The latter, for instance, advocates an art that is 'dangerous and wickedly diverse, enslaved to no single idea of Being',30 and enunciates in the sparkling intertextual play of his fiction a powerful critique of all essentialist notions of cultural identity. On the theoretical side, the critic Barbara Johnson has also warned against the pitfalls of essentialism, particularly in relation to separatist and 'vernacular' models of criticism.
Pointing to the etymological doubleness of the very word 'vernacular', she reminds us that ' [it] does not name a separate realm: it comes from the Latin "verna", which means "a slave born in his master's house". The vernacular is a difference within, not a realm outside'.31 The twoJohnsons mentioned here (novelist and critic) propose a sophisticated and by no means uncontested notion of subaltern identity formation; not surprisingly, a very different and indeed hostile stance has frequently been adopted by Afrocentrist and cultural-nationalist critics.32 From a transnational perspective we may well see such controversies as a direct counterpart of those which arose in West Africa between Soyinka and the so-called bolekaja critics. But again, it is not the mere parallel that interests me. Rather, it is the possibility of convergence and intervention, the idea that where common ground exists, theorists of black American and postcolonial cultures might actually participate in and benefit from each other's explorations.
This, I believe, is the task Edward Said looks ahead to when he speaks of the transfiguration of history and geography into 'new maps, new and far less stable identities, new types of connections'.33 A more adventurous critical cartography could establish vital communication and supply lines in the areas I have already touched on: that is, in developing an account of how 'otherness' is constructed and experienced, and in the theorizing ofhybridity as against the romantic or strategic appeals of 'race retrieval' and cultural nationalism. There is also rich potential for further comparative study. In the remainder of this essay, however, I want to focus on of recent theoretical deliberations, and to indicate how it m in the light of evidence drawn from African-Ameri postcolonial critical enterprise has been much preoccupied 'voice', linguistic displacement, and silence -generally, w inherent in attempting to use the language of the dom articulate a subjectivity which that very language has helpe specifically, these issues coalesce around the figure of th informant', a problematic figure whose authenticity, reliab The Trueblood episode in Invisible Man should be a comp any student of the native informant syndrome. Jim Truebl Alabama share-cropper, whose very name seems to attes uncontaminated ethnicity, has become notorious in the local a dream-induced act of incest which leaves his own daugh an almost parodic version of the colonial encounter, th dignitary Mr Norton -horrified and fascinated in equal outrageous native behaviour -demands a first-hand acco blood duly obliges by detailing the act, its context, and its c bravura performance which occupies a full twelve pages of 'performance' advisedly, for the speaker is neither artless n 'He cleared his throat, his eyes gleaming and his voice ta incantatory quality, as though he had told the story many, He has: he has told it to his farm boss, retold it to the sherif the sheriff's cronies ('they wanted to hear about the gal lot repeated it before an ever-widening circle of avid listene white folks, too, from the big school way cross the State any good informant, he has learned to give his audience wh expect) to hear. As a result, instead of hounding him out of white community rewards him with food, clothing, offers and cash; Norton's contribution is a hundred-dollar bill.
What is immediately obvious from this summary is tha translated his story into a saleable commodity; as Houston narrative has become an 'expressive product [...] agree -the voice we hear is not that of a 'true blood' at all, but a contaminated, complicit voice, already irreparably distorted by contact with the white world. But there is more to it than this. When we ask why the incest narrative has acquired such exchange value, attention shifts from speaker to hearers, and to Ellison's sharp perception of the role of native testimony in 'the economy of Manichean allegory'.37 Norton's response to Trueblood is instructive: '"You did it and are unharmed!" he shouted, his blue eyes blazing into the black face with something like envy and indignation. [ .. ] "You have looked upon chaos and are not destroyed!" ' (IM, p. 46). Norton, it scarcely needs saying, once had a daughter too, a deceased paragon whose beauty and maidenly virtues he recalls so rhapsodically as to convey beyond doubt the intensity of his own repressed incestuous desires. In his voyeuristic excitement over Trueblood's story, therefore, we see those features of 'transitivity' and 'preoccupation with the inverted self-image' that, according to JanMohamed, typify the colonial encounter and cast the native 'as no more than a recipient of negative elements of self that the European projects onto him' (p. 67).
Commenting on the same psychological syndrome in an American racial context, Toni Morrison has observed that black people function in the white imagination as 'publicly serviceable instruments of private dread and longing'.38 In view of this, I would conclude that for Ellison the subaltern's alleged inability to speak authentically boils down to nothing more than the interlocutor's inability to hear what is being said above the clamour of his own projected fantasies.39 Because of course Trueblood does speak, and in doing so he authenticates himself, speaksfor himself, no matter what his white audience may choose to make of it. Like the 'old singer of spirituals' in the Prologue, for whom freedom 'ain't nothing but knowing how to say what I got up in my head' (IM, p. I4), Trueblood has realized that in order to escape from other people's construction of his experience, he must define and take control of it by telling the story in his own way. His twelve-page narrative act thus prefigures the autobiographical and self-liberating endeavour of Invisible Man as a whole: the unnamed protagonist, too, must discover the shape and meaning of his life through the process of telling it. The novel It has become almost axiomatic these days that 'whoever frames the discourse controls knowledge'.43 In ironic recognition of the traditionally privileged status assumed by white versions of history, Williams structures her novel so that, apart from a brief prologue centred in Dessa's consciousness, the dominant point of view in the opening section is Nehemiah's. It is only through his journal entries that we hear Dessa's voice, and, even though he attempts to transcribe her mode of speech, it is inevitable that by 'framing' the slave dialect with his own more educated register he contrives to distance and subordinate her reality to his own purposes. But a black subjectivity announces itself despite his apparent authority. Reading between the lines of Nehemiah's text and even without recourse to postcolonial theories of 'mimicry' and 'slippage' -anyone verse African-American styles of 'signifying' will be aware of how white ling control is being subverted and an alternative knowledge produced. A pr insurgent weapon is well beyond the scope of this discussion, but, as broadly defined by Michael G. Cooke, it is a species of'meta-communication, where the surface expression and the intrinsic position diverge'.44 An immediate instance of such meta-communication in Dessa Rose is the slaves' singing.
Nehemiah complacently overhears the verses of a spiritual as 'a quaint piece of doggerel which the darkies cunningly adapt from the scraps of Scripture they are taught' (DR, p. 52). But while the surface expression may indeed derive from the masters' culture, its encoded significance in the black community is profoundly insubordinate: it is in fact through the 'call and response' of the spirituals that news of a conspiracy to rescue Dessa is transmitted.
Fittingly, when the plot succeeds, Dessa's escape from jail is also an escape from Nehemiah's textual containment. In the middle section of the novel an omniscient narrator takes over, covering the period while Dessa and her companions hide out and start to explore ways of achieving autonomy. The political implications of narrative control are further underlined in the third section, where Dessa assumes full first-person responsibility for telling her own story.45 Nehemiah makes a last-ditch effort to identify and recapture her, insisting: 'I know it's her. [... ] I got her down here in my book' (DR, p. 231). But his 'knowledge' cannot hold her any more; his book has been superseded. The epilogue finds Dessa settled in a free community out west, passing the word on to a generation whose knowledge and history will no longer be defined by white discourse: 'This the childrens have heard from our own lips' (DR, p. 236 For two paragraphs, at the unutterable heart of Sethe's memory, the narration can only be third-person. When she actually does speak again, the very starkness of her summation is a measure of the abyss it has traversed: '"I stopped him," she said, staring at the place where the fence used to be. "I took and put my babies where they'd be safe"' (B, p. 164).
The subtlety and tact of Morrison's shifting perspective achieves a fine poise between intimacy and distance, and the result is to empower the voice of the unwritten self while simultaneously preserving and respecting its silences. Time and time again in the novel we encounter tell-tale lacunae, areas of raw experience where the protagonists' first-person testimony breaks down because, as Paul D agrees with Sethe, 'saying more might perhaps push them both to a place they couldn't get back from ' (B, p. 72) . And yet for Morrison herself, as she makes clear in Playing in the Dark, finding 'the words to say it' constitutes 'the full agenda and unequivocal goal of a novelist' (PD, p. v) . Hence the pervasive tension in Beloved between the unspeakable and that which needs to be spoken. The semantic instability of a repeated sentence in the closing pages drives the point home: 'It was not a story to pass on' (B, pp. 274, 275) . With emphasis on the final preposition, the statement seems to mean that Beloved's story is too painful to be retold, and therefore should not be handed down to succeeding generations. But re-read with the emphasis on 'pass', it suggests the reverse, that those who have received the story should not allow it to go unheeded -in fact, should take responsibility in their turn for transmitting it -and, of course, the existence of the novel itself supports this second meaning. Living with such dualities is far from comfortable. But the indivisible need both to remember and to forget strikes me as a theme which haunts the wider subaltern condition as relentlessly as the murdered revenant Beloved haunts this novel, and it is here, I suggest, that postcolonial studies stand in greatest need of Morrison's vision.
The way forward is as difficult, and as necessary, as the move Sethe's younger daughter, Denver, has to make in the final section of the novel. Sethe, racked by memory and guilt, has submitted wholly to Beloved and the voracious demands of the past, and Denver realizes that unless she
